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AN AUDIENCE OF ORANGE

NO saint am I nay, that is true
enough, else had I scarce done my
work in the world and lived to sit here
at sixty by my o\\n fireside with the
children chattering round me and Gabri-
elle's eyes still looking into mine Tis
thirty years ago no\\, and the joy of my
old battles is but a dull memory, and the
smoke has rolled away, and the shouts
and screams have fallen to silence, but
not yet have we forgotten here in Holland
the days when Alva coiled himself like an
iron serpent round the land, and castle
and town sank down together amid blood
and tire I am English born and bred,
and quarrels of Dutchman and Spaniard